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broke. The Isabels were somewhere at hand. "On
your left as you look forward, sefior," said Nostromo,
suddenly. When his voice ceased, the enormous still-
ness, without light or sound, seemed to affect Decoud's
senses like a powerful drug. He didn't even know at
times whether he were asleep or awake. Like a man
lost in slumber, he heard nothing, he saw nothing.
Even his hand held before his face did not exist for his
eyes. The change from the agitation, the passions and
the dangers, from the sights and sounds of the shore,
was so complete that it would have resembled death
had it not been for the survival of his thoughts. In this
foretaste of eternal peace they floated vivid and light,
like unearthly clear dreams of earthly things that may
haunt the souls freed by death from the misty at-
mosphere of regrets and hopes. Decoud shook himself,
snuddered a bit, though the air that drifted past him
was warm. He had the strangest sensation of his soul
having just returned into his body from the circumam-
bient darkness in which land, sea, sky, the mountains,
and the rocks were as if they had not been.

Nostromo's voice was speaking, though he, at the
tiller, was also as if he were not. "Have you been
asleep, Don Martin? Carambal If it were possible I
would think that I, too, have dozed off. I have a
strange notion somehow of having dreamt that there
was a sound of blubbering, a sound a sorrowing man
could make, somewhere near this boat. Something
between a sigh and a sob/'

"Strange!" muttered Decoud, stretched upon the
pile of treasure boxes covered by many tarpaulins.
" Could it be that there is another boat near us in the
gulf ? We could not see it, you know."

Nostromo laughed a little at the absurdity of the idea.
'They dismissed it from their minds. The solitude